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PR EF AC E. 

TO let a new Book bounce into the 
Woiid without a Preface, is like 
a Perfon's running into a ftrange 
Houfe witiiout firft knocking at the 
Doof ; therefore I think it juft in me to 
iky fomething by way of introducing my 
Performsmce. And firft, I beg of all 
filch Readers as I am a Stranger to, to 
perufe with Patience^ to judge with ^er^ 
dernefsy and condemn with Mercy. 

I am confcious of having no more Pre- 

tenfions to be a Poet than I have to be a 

Prime Minijier -^ and thofc who truly 

a 2 know 
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know me will not only readily forgive 
every Fault through the whole Book, 
ijgt will greatly wonder how I could be 
able to write at all : They being fenfible 
that all I know of Writing has been ac- 
qyix^d through, real Indui[^, apdrwhat 
J. hive wrote has been in the very (hort 
Intervals of an extreme bufy Life. 
.. : .^ ' • . - '' ^ '. ■ :• ; r ^ ' ■ 
^Perhaps fome will CTy^Wkf^ does the 

pellow write at ally without he. could write 
ketjterS To thefe ;I .modeftly anfwer : J 
h^te Ganiing and Drinking i and as mdl 
People have.iome Maggots and Fancies to 
i|idulge,. mine is that df Scribbling^ in 
which I own I take great Delight.; ii;^ 
oftep renders me extremely happy, foftens. 
in general Life's bufy Cares, and while^ 
I conceive no Crime in it, I imagine I 

have a right to. fcribble on. ^But then 

cries iorsx^ furly Creature ^ " 'Tis a Crime 
V to write ill."— Let it. befoj it don\ 

touch 
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touch: my Confcience, and I am certaia 
it is a. greater Crime in them to be ilU 
natur'd. . 

Critics I know nothing of, but am. 
far from conceiving them to be fo dread-- 
ful as they have been reported. I have 
a high Opinion of their Learning and 
good Senfe; and fhall be fo far from 
fainting at the Thoughts of them^ that 
I fliould ' be highly pleas'd to be fe- 
vour'd with their good Advice, and 
make no Doubt but that the better Part 
of 'em will deal Jujlice with Good Na- 
ture. 

And I beg leave to inform my Friends 
of each Sex and of all Degrees, that thro" 
my whole Progrefs there is fcarcc any 
Perlbnal RefleAions, and not one on the 
fair Sex, As Vice is general, fo are my 
Pi^res of it; and tho' I may be found 
a J greatIy^ 
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grcariy wanting as to a fine Poet, yet no 
Perfon on Earth can pay a greater Regard 
to Modefly and Morality, than does your 
greatly oblig'd. 

Obedient y and very 

Humbk . ServMty- 

'^£/^'.76o, • Honest • Rangsr, 
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ranger's progress. 

^* Men are but Children of a larger Growth^ 
•' Our Appetites as apt to change as theirs^ 
•* And full as craving too and full tis vain** 



I- 

INCE fiift I drew my Mothax*s 

Brcaft^ 
Upon my honour I proteft. 

Women have me delighted. 
For I had fcarce been born an 
Hour, 
But was, by fome peculiar PowV, 
To love the Fair incited. 
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And when In Nurfe^s hj^ was fed. 
Or was by her undrefsM to Bed, 

I to the Lafs was cooing. 
Young as I was my Heart was good. 
And had (he me but underftood, 

I kct no doubt was wooing. 

III. 

A hopeful Babe I grew away. 
And foon my Limbs be^n difplay. 

With manly Agitations. 
The Lafles wink'd at each, and fmil'd. 
And often cry'd, " Lord love the Childy" 

What pretty Inclinations ! 

IV. 

At few Months e;id I grew perverfe. 
And turn'd again upon my Nuffe, 

For which Pd oft' a trimming. 
But her I fcorn'd and leading Strings, 
Ami proudly fcrambled on by things, 
^ Quite Mafter got of Women. 



V. 
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The Moment I could go alone, * 

I thought tiie World was all ntjr otm. 

And flung away m^ Ratde. 
Scorning the Sports of other Boys, 
I chofe the more AibKmcr Joys, 

With pretty Gidts to prattle.- 

VI. 

From hence advancing to my Teens, 
I feldom flepe without my Dreams, 

Of pretty lifping Sufcy. 
I rather chofe to die a Fod, 
Than e'er without her go to School, 

So ftruck was I wltli Beau^. ^ 

But Suky foon^ (like all her Sex) 
Took Pride a tender Heart to vcx. 

But I could not endure It; 
And foon this Remcd/ 1 found. 
That when one Woman made a Wound, 

A dozen more ihould cure it, 

• ''• Bz This 
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VIH. 

This great Refolve I firmly kcptj - - - ' 
£ach Night with fome new Beauty flept^ 

My Heart now free from Danger. 
For when they talk'd of Love and Wife, 
Thinking to take me In for Life, 

'Twas only Fun for Ranger^ 

K. 

Each Fair a thouiand Arts difpIayM, 
By each ten thot^fand Things were faidy 

Their mighty Ends to carry. 
But Heaven knows my Heart was cloyed. 
And I inclined with thofe enjoy'd. 

As foon to har^ as many. 

X. 

Prudence from hence encreas'd with Time, 
Each Plcafure Reafon provM a Crime, 

When carried to Excefs. 
Paft afis Refleaion brought to view. 
Pointing the Paths Man muft purfuc. 

To folid Happinefs. 

Now 
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XI. 

Now ferious Scenes, as well as gay, 
Employ my Mind, and cv'ry Day 

I have the Pow'r to prove; 
Of all the Ills we Mortals (hare. 
More by ourfelves crfeated are. 

Than c*cr arc fcnt by Jove, 

xn. 

To Gaming, Envy, Pride, and Gain^ 
Ambition, and her endlefs Train, 

Men make thenifelves the Slave ; 
And yet thofe Creatures feldom fail, 
Againff the horrid Times to rail, 

And cv*n at Fate will rave. 

Xllf. 

Such Dupes of Folly, as I rove. 
In artlcfs Numbers TU reprove. 

And point their way from Danger. 
This Wrong let Vicious Pride declare. 
In Virtues Caufe the tetter Share 

Will join with-^Honeft Ranger. 

/.i B3 RANGER 
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RANGER at an AUCTION. 



BLYTHE 33 the feather'd Songftcrs arc. 
Freer than Kings and happier far,- 
Through Life with J6y 1 range. 
-^ Pleafures varying prompt to rove. 
On V7\ngz of Pleafure ftlll I move, 
StiW blefsM the Scene I change. 



So in my Rounds the other Dayy , 
I to an Auaion chanc'd to ftray^ ' 

^^^^^^, curiow Thing? were fellix^ ; 

Thl^f^T'^^'^^ how it came abo«it, 

- "^ ^^^ Crouds came in^ went out^ 



HI. 
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rris ilrange (faid I] good AuAiCNnerr, 
Tbe Things which you exhibit here. 

To buy don't raife Deftres* 
No, no, (faid he) I know top well. 
Ladies come here tfaemfeives to fell. 

And Men are (Fools) their Buyers. 

W. 

Fools ! (anfwet'd I) upon my Life ! 
He mull be blefs'd who picks a Wife 

Amongft thefe chaxming Creatures. 
Heav Vs hawr tall ! how eafy 1 fair ! 
To me they more than Angek a)«. 

How r^ular their Feacums. 



Poh { Sir, (hid he) your Raptures ceafe. 
And view maturely yonder Piece, 

Drawn from a modern Lady ; 
Whofc Perfon all confefs Diving, 
She's married now, and ^nds her Tiaie^ 

More trifling than a Bal^« 

B4 
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for ever Rambling after Toys, 

At Home flie gjives nor takes no Joys j 

But knowing ftte's a Beauty, 
Thinks that alone may recompence. 
For lofs of Honour, want of Scnfe, 

And ev*ry focial Duty. 

Gazing, I cry'd, if Man can find ' 
In fuch a Form fo bafe a Mind, 

How dares he ever marry ? 
Chuie not (f aid he) from outward ForiD) 
Her Mind let Virtue well adorn. 

You cannot then mifcarry. 

vm. 

Marriage^ coniider, is for Life, 
And from the Condufl: of your Wife 

Comes Blifs, or fure Deftrudlion. 
Be cautious in your Choice, 'tis wife. 
And as a Friend I you advife. 

Ne'er chufe her at an Audion* 



IX, 



JIanger^s Progress* 

• ix: 

Women that much frequent this Place, 
Are of the giddy thoughtlcfs Race, 

Sure Dupes to ev*/y Fafhion : 
But don't be prejudiced by me, 
Judgp for yourfelf by what you fee. 

And ufe your own Difcretion. 

X. 

Around attentively I gaz'd. 

With Beauties- charm'd, but liow amaz'd ! 

A Naked Piece was 0u>wing,- 
And tho' the Scene I fcarce could bear, 
Jt had it's Charms, for all the Fair 

Bid high whea 'twas — . a-going» 

XI. 

This Piece knocked down, one up in change, 
^oth Sex to me appear'd more ftrange. 

This was their real Behaviour : 

. The Men all yawn'd, the Ladies — they 

Quite Debonair J laugh'd — talk'd away. 

The Piece, it was our Saviour. 
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Strctch'd on tfce Ciofe, as when he gfLy^[ 
His Life our Souls for Heav'n to fave^ • 

It fiird my Mind with Hotfot ! 
A Whitfiddlite bid Jfelf a Crown, • 
The AufiioBcer then knocked it dOWfli^ 

And jQioak bi$ He^ in Swit^w. 

xni. 

For Siame (ye vain untbi^fcitig Cxew)^ : . 
More nobfe Schemes ftenceTorth putfue^ 

And live to Vice a Sbranger, 
For whilft to Follies yc arc Tool$> 
Erais'd you will only be by Fools, 

And rldicttl'd by— i2*»^^» 
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** A Monarch* s Crown, 
** Golden in Jhe^y is hat a Crown of thorns ; 
•* Brings Dangers^ TrouhleSy Cares and Jleeptefs . 

" Nights, 
*' To him who wears the Regal Diadem.^* 

Milton. 

<* JJl Happinefs is fitted in Content.^* 

Otway. 

I. 

TH O' Fortune thoufands daily blamc^ 
On me that Goddefs flill the fame. 
Deigns as I wifh to fmile. 
For Views ambitious none I have. 
Nor hope nor wifl) with»Lifc to leave 
This matchlefs happy Ifle, 

n. 

And Where's the Life like Ranger's fpentf ' 
With Soul fo joyous ? fo content ? 

Content ! how vaft a Treafure ! 
No Wars, no Cares fliall dull my Hours, 
I leave it all to higher Powers, 

To fight it out at leifure. 



It R A N G E R'S " P A O G R E S H 

More blcft am I than Pruffia's King,. 
Tho* now he's fam'd for cvVy thing, 

. And baffles ev'ry Danger : 
E'en tho' -he boafts that in a Day, ! 

His tens of thoufands.he can /lay, ' 
He's not fo blefs'H as Ranger. 

• n. -• •■ 

Could Kings indeed like Honeft * Bayes, 
Their Troops to Life at PJeafure raifc. 

It would be fomcthing clever. 
But if their Joys from Slaughter fpring, 
Heav'n grrfnt that Ranger be no King, 

On no fuch Terms however. . 



But why fliou'd I of Monarchs prate ? 
They as unhappy are as grat. 

Much Care with Crowns is given: 
Lives uncnjoy'd Kings pafs away, 
Whilft mine's fo much a Jubilee Day^ 

That Earth's almoft a Heaven. 

* Vide Bayu in the Rebearfni. 
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Tho' Fools may wonder how and where, . 
Of Joy I reajJ fo great a Share, 

As daily fills my Breaft ; 
Yet plain it is to Men of Senfe, 
If Heav*n grants Life a Competence, 

Content adds all the reft. 

VII. 

Cmtent! unbounded Pleafure yields. 
Paints, for our Mirth th' imagined Ills, 

The difcontented (hare ; 
Softens our Pangs whenever real. 
Teaches for others us to feel. 

And Death with eafe to bear. 

VIII. 

This hcav'nly Gift (enjoy'd by few) 
Is Ranger*s Lott, with it in View, 

Life's chequered Courfe I (leer ; 
Secure from Storms, ferene my Breaft, 
I rove away fuprcamly bleft. 

And nothing earthly fear. 

IX. 
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IX. 

Ye heavenly Pow'rs my JPrayer attend. 
On you alone I ftill depend. 

To have my Joys complete, 
Throu^ you my Life fo bleft is grown. 
That I (except *tis for your own) 

Wifli not to change my State. 



THO* Britattfs Sonsy to Britons Shame^ 
With War fee Europe all in Flamey 
And trifle 'midft the Danger ; 

Though Ar r"s Crewsy like Beajis of frey^ 

Devour all Nighty and fleep all Daj^ 
Still happy^s Honejl Ranger. 



n. 
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Not but my Soul would iruly k»l 
For George^ and for the pukUc ffi^i^ 

If lindulgMReJkatons 
But then my Joys wou'd foon decline. 
Cowards and Knaves in little Time 

Wou'd drive me to DiftrsuSion, 

in- 

No ; — Lifi!s uncertain ! certain Jhort! 
He^s wife who docs fuch PkaCures court. 

As never end in Sorrow ; 
Who (like myfelf) looks back with Joy, 
And wings the prefent Hours away, 

Regardlcfe of To-marrow. 

lY. 

This to obtain, the &cene I change, 
^y nat'ral Inftinft led to range 

For ev'ry Joy in Seafon ; 
Parky Play^ Fanxhally the Chace^ the Fair^ 
To me in Turns delightful are, ♦ 

And Church I love with Reafon, 

V. 



<; 









'nave you tb«*J^V.»??^*^: 
« Go you to OW" 

When />r«s/7* P«aciv g^t 
But if they l«ad Imrf ^, 3,.^ ,^ V 
My I^I'r/b and ^' 
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VIlI. 

To thefe for Knowledge fliall we throng ? 
No J to diftinguifli Right from Throng 

A Oifi to all is giv'n : 
Chufe for your Monitor your Breajfy 
Confcience and Reafon guide the beft, 

Obey'd, they lead to Heaven. 

IX. 

Thus while fuch Thoughts my Soul poffefs. 
Who can an earthly Happinefs 

. Difpute with Honefi Ranger f • 

Me then, you Sons of f^rtue, join, 
Kif^y Prince J or Patriot ^ or Divine^ 
ril make no kind oi. Stranger* 

\ ' «... , 

X. 

Ye Godsj (houM you with fuch a Guefl 
Deign to adorn a modern Feajly 

Rather will ftir about i/w ; 
With J&»^ znS Prince PIl range a. Pi/r, 
Whereon a Ptfryi« (hall I hit ? — 

Egad we'll do without him* 

C XI. 
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XL 

And, that the B§ard be mote complete. 
Near George Pll glorious Frederick feat. 

Then grant me Heav'n this Favour ; 
The noble Di6btes of each Soul 
Diffufe in Man from Pole to Polt^ 

Man z\v&u for ever. 



HONEST RANGER >/ 

arrived at BAT H. 

^0 the COMPANT, ^c. ISc. 

«< Parmt of NatwreJ Mafter of the World! 
<< Wber^er thj Provtdena dire^s^ behold 
« My Steps, withreoify fb^mttkn iutn:* 

B0LINBROKE41 

TH E Moment here I fixt my Eyes, 
I faw Bath-Mt moie mce than mfo. 
I know not where to lay the Blame, 

Ba% fare it is a Jiinking Shame^ ^ 

To 



Rangeh's Progress* 19 

To fee along the grand Parade 
How human Excrements are laid. 
You Bucis^ ye Beaus^ ye blooming Fair, 
If you have Jey In walking here, 
I make no Doubt, uppn my Spul, 
fiut foon you'U meet in Hockley-HoU* 
Yet let us hope, by U^nd or Rain^ 
Or by the Ladies fweeping Train, 
'Twill by Degrees be cleaned again. 



} 



Batby Sat, Morning. . Honest Ranger. 

I. 

'^T^ WAS cwr my peculiar Pride 
A To have ^/ Nfitvri Air my Qmii^ 
Her Gifts I couj»t a T^afure^ 
In placing Smiles the ptber Pay 
To Batbthe pointed out tba Way» 
Then gue6 »{ Awjpcr'j PJeafuxa 

c 2 i; 
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IL 

By Jove it muft have made you laugh. 
To cv'ry Thing I anfwerM Batbj 

And all for Bath negleAed ; 
Anxious my Thoughts, and fwifter far. 
Than Lightnifig'f Raysy or Shooting Star^ 

In ihoi^t, I was diftraded. 

•m. 

Well, now rm bere^ this is the cafe, 
Pleafures at Bath (or any Place) 

-Failfliortof Expeaation; ' 
I can't, unmov'd, fee this Expence ; 
Through Follies and Intem^anciy 
Zounds! 'twill undo the Nation. 

IV. 

Was air this '-R^wf, this vaft Parade^ 
Supported thro* fome noble Trade, 

'Twou'd fpeak a glorious Spirit ; 
But Prudence furt this Place fhou'd Jhun^ 
Where Trifleri^ wiflding down the 5a», 

Of Folly make a Mtrit. 



Y. 
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The Wafgrsy I, indeed, admire. 
Heated by A^/ar*'s fecrct Fire, 

A facred Bleffing given ; 
While pitying fome who 0iall it ufe, 
I'll mark the fff-etcb who dares abufe 

This won4'roua ff^ori of Hedv'n.. 

yi. 

Me firft yon beauteous Nymph alarms, • 
With Heart-fdt Pity view her Charms, 

Alike thofe pretty Babies ; 
Such haplefs Females in Diftrefs, 
If right apply'd, fure are no lefs 

Than Glafes for the Lfdies. 

vn. 

Where a^ed Dames and gay Nineteen 
Shou*d fee how vain their Lives have been, 

Whilft perfea Health their Blejftngi 
Then blujhy for Jhame^ ye Fair, and fay, 
•^ No more we'll fpend our Nights In Play^ 

" No more our Days in Drejftng.^* 

c 3 viir 
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vin. 

Now view yon * Knqity ampb'Mm$s gtown^ 
His frozen Mafs he ftri?es to warm 

By Bathings Brufiing^ Drinking', 
SneerM at by ally ^csn to his Fate } 
O ! Knight ! was ywr*$ but Rangsr's Cafe, 

Td end my Ufe by Sinking. 

IX. 

Vain, filly Man! retire from hence. 
Nor covet Life, which Common Senfe? 

Muft count a State infernal; 
Thro* Virtue's Paths, go, Comforts find. 
So loofe your Cares^ and fix your Mind 

On Life and Jays eternal. 

Pump Room, Baib. 
♦ Sir The. I — r — n, *who had fi little Warmth in 
Nature^ that wheh he had got into the Sath he found 
fuch Pleafure in it, that the Guides had much Trouble 
lo get him ota again. 



J. 
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I. 

s 

FREE as my Life may be from Care, 
I feci fometimes for you, ye Fair^ 
Through Infreji^ Love^ and Duty: 
JDutfs obferving how ye live. 
My Infreji is the Joys you give. 
And much Z love your Beauty, 

II. 

Yet, fearing you fliou'd me miftakc. 
Know, I a vaft Diftin£tion make. 

In thofe whom J admire ; 
Fine Sbapesy and /l/r/, moft Men approve. 
But thofe who merit Ranger^s Love, 

Muft otherways infpire. 

m. 

Muft more in Senfe than Pirfon fliine. 
Tender their Hearts^ with Soub fublim% 

To Scandal quite a Stranger^ 
The Mufes Friends^ in Science read^ 
Hate Cards^ and in Induftry bred. 

Such are the Wives for Banger. 

C 4 IV. 
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IV. 

There Men of Senfe true Joys will find. 
With thefe, when Man's in Wedlock joinM^ 

Them nought but Death will fever j 
So nobly bleft, Abroad^ at Home^ 
Almoft forget the Heaven to come, 

Wifhing this Life for ever.' 



But in this Age, of all the Fair, 

Like what I've drawn how few there are, 

(Nay, Ladies, do not flout me ; 
For in my Choice true Blifs I find. 
And, 'till you zdi as Heaven defign'd, 
^^ Man's happier far without ye.) 

VL 

* Here from my Scheme boW wide you afl ? 
Grey Palfy Heads, with Baubles dcckt. 

Are Lining •— feebly walking ; 
Whilft hoy^ning Girlsy with aukward y//V, 
In vjild Ajfurance Men out-flare. 

And, Gi^»/i-like, zi^ Jialking. 

v; VII. 
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VII. 

Your Minds alike on Gaining fet. 
In giddy Crowds each Night you get, 

Yq\xx darling Cards i^\xx{\xxr\g\ 
There evVy Virtue takes its Flighty 
Rivaled by Envy^ A'Jrice^ Spite^ 

In (hort, there's IVoman^s Ruin. 

vm. 

Think ye while thus you fpend your Time, 
In HymerCs facred Bands to join. 

Ranger will ever court ye ; 
No; — for by Heaven j did Gold abound. 
In all thefe Hills that Bath furround. 

It wou'd not lohg fupport ye. 

IX. 

Ye Sons of J2/V/, Dupes to Chancy 
Yc fribbling Fops^ mecr Apes of France^ 

To focial Joys a Stranger, 
Here you indeed may fix for Life^ 
But ev'ry Man of Senfe his Wife 

Will chufe like — * Honest Ranger. 

• Fide Stanza III. 



^ 



2$ Ranger's Progress^ 
I. 

As, by the W^ttt of bounteous Heav^rty 
To human Nature there is giv'n 
Free Liberty of thinking, 
My Mind, whilft * here I chance to ftroll^ 
Shall trace each FoUy-guided Soul, 
That lathing is, or drinking. 

II. 
Bbt firft yon iomely % ^Squire I find 
Has fomething laboring in his Mind 

Like coming here repenting. 
Yet happy ftill (like -Sfop*s Knight^ 
Laughs at himfelf with great Delist, 

And much at t thofe who fcnt him. 

Ill 

And Sir Y\\ teH you as a Friend, 
DoHors^ (who oftner marr than mend^) 

Will learnedly amufe ye, 
'TiB they have full Poffeffion got. 
Then, as Boys do their Ehuttk Cocky 

Thcy^l tofs you 'till they hfe ye. 

♦ Pump'Rom^ Bath. f ^he Doffors. 

* ^hi Worthy^ and now much lamented Mafier E— d. 

March 1760. 
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IV. 

That jm the fvbtU Race may Jhun^ 
And from this beggaring Place return. 

My frank Advice is given ; 
Ne'er grieve, tho* T^me this Frame deftcoys. 
For Souls like yours Death leads to ^^J, 

If Virim tnctits Heaven. 

V. 

Now view the wretched common cafe 
Of Riot's &w, the titkd Race^ 

Whofe Do^orsy too, deceive 'em s 
For call Monroj he foon will find 
Their great Defers are in the Mind^ 

And Bath will ne'er relieve *eai. 

VI. 

Of wotii'he Gents ! what Numbers here ! 
To Ruin driving full Career^ 

Aping their fooliih Betters \ 
So Fridi ixA Luxury prevails. 
And worthy Trade/men die in Jails, 

With Knaves like thefe their Debtors* 



VIL 
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vn. 

To cure this Group no Hopes remain. 
For Follies here triumphant reign^ 

And daily are increafing : 
Yet when I nieet my Bofom Friends, 
We in thefe Fools (hall find our Ends, 

In laughing without ceajing. 

VIII, 

* Him fee, who doth Bath's Empire boaft. 
Who, like a Nahoby rules the Roajl^ 

In -^(f, blyth, pfeafant, jolly ; 
And trace the Secrets of his Mind, . 
Pleas'd to his Soul him you will find. 

Laughing at human Folly, 

IX. 

As Sodom^^ righteous were but few. 
Such I ma/, Bath^ pronounce of you 

Like Sodom^ too, your Danger % 
For raging Vice Deftruftion brings. 
Which to avoid, to leave thefe Springs 

Rcfolv'd is Honefl Ranger. 

* The d(J^ri'ing Mr. Naih. 



X. 
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And to my faithful virtuous F*4ir^ 
For Joys unflilly'd Pll repair. 

With Blifs and endlefs Treafure; 
The heavenly Powers our Lives will crown^ 
Whilft Jng'els on us looking down 

Will long to tafte our Pleafure. 



^^mmm^^mmi&m&mmmmm 



n^ife Caps let whofoever wear^ 
If they hut fit^ Uis all I carer 



RlUI^^T. 



I. 

SHORT as this Life may feem to be, 
Cou'd Mortals once be made to fee 
Each paft vain filly Aftion, 
Viewing the Paths they trod all wrongs 
Sbock'd) wou^d pronounce Life has been long^. 
And die with the Reflexion. 



IT 
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And yet to mend this wicked Age^ 
Our Priejis^ or Mlmich on the Stage» 

In vain I think may labour; 
For plcas'd our Crimes we fee and he^ir^ 
And, when the Strokes are moft fevere. 

Each lays them on his* Neighbour. 

Was it but now like Times of old. 

That with our Faults our Names were told. 

It might reclaim the Sinner : 
Churches wouM foon be more in Fame, 
And Thourands (hock'd to hear their Kame^ 

Wou'd keep the Play-houfe thinner* 

IV. 

For Millions then no Joys cou*d fpring. 
Except to hear * Mingotti fing. 

Our Fools of ev'ry Station 
With Gihb'rijh (he might ftill amule^ 
And them with faucy Airs abufe. 

As long (he has the Nation. 

• An Op$ra Singer: 



V. 
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But why fliouM this be Rangtr^B Care? 
My Thoughts are free, and Pm fo fiur 

From Perfons a Refpeder, 
That e'en of Kings PU fpeak my Mind^ 
And where a guilty Fair I find. 

No Tide Oiall proiea hen 

VI. 

But who cou*d diink, beneath the Sua 
Of K^oman^Und there cou'd be one, 

Like thofe whom I prefent ye ; 
At Sixty fome fo idly gay^ 
2a Gawfe and Pompoons (how away^ 

Juft like the Girls of Twenty. 

vn. 

Some alwajrs dreffing^ never dreft^ 
(And hut meer Bundles at the heft) 

Others fo prone to Riot^ 
Their Hulbands, Servants, Friend, or Foe, 
With them nor Ktght nor Day can know 

A fingle Moment's quiet« 



V«L 
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VIIL 

ThoulanJs uhread, crofs, lazy, proud. 
Of Cards (b fond in fome mean Crowd^ 

Will every Night be creeping ; 
Of which at Home all feel the Coft, 
So mad they are when they have loft^ 

Tbcy fcold while they are fleeping. 

IX. 

To prove to Man thefe live a Curfe, 
Ten Thoufand Fafts fome wou*d rehear fe. 

But I (hall a£): more tender ; 
And only fay, bad I a Wife, 
Frefum'd to le^d fo bafe a Life, 

PU anfwer for't I'd mend her. 

X. 

Hufbands {hou*d Wives like Children treat, ' 
Be kind, and wife Examples fet. 

Then you no Doubt will find 'em 
Indulgent Mothers, focial Friends, 
And anfwering all the glorious Ends 

For which the Gods defign'd 'em. ^ 

cc 0^ 
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" Ob Woman t lovely Woman t Nature made you 
^^ To temper Man: fVe bad bun Brutes witbout you. 
*^ Tbere is in you aU tbat we believe of Heav^n^ 
** AmoTUftg Brightnefs^ Purity^ and Trutb, 
*' Eternal Joy and everlajling LeveJ** 

Otway. Ven. Pris. 

1. 

THO' various Drefles Ladies wear, 
Thofe who by Nature Beauties are, 
' Drejly or undreji^ are pleafing ; 
Such is Clarinda^ and, like May, 
In Sweets increafes ev'ry Day, 
To ev'ry Soul amazing. 

n. 

In vain may all the Sons of Men 
In Profe or Verfe engage their Pen^ 

Her Mind's due Praife to give herf 
To draw her. Limners^ too, beware. 
No Mortals long can gaze on her. 

But fnuft be loft forever, 

D m. 
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ni. 

What heightens iQor^ her Excclleqc^ 
She treats with Ydft Ind^ejrenct 

Her P^rfonal PerftAions ; 
Holds them as trifling, fleeting Jqjt^^ 
Virtue alone her Mind employs. 

And graces all her Adions. 

IV. 

To other Nytt^s^ Ids wiji and faif^ 
Who Drefs and Gamtig make ikiir, Care^ 

CJarindifs barely civil; 
She (hews to them ^ 3ex; w«r9 bora 
For nobler Ends, thqir PraAice feoraSf 

And fhuns, as De^bt ^ £vil. 

V. 

Of this fo much abandoned Race, 
She views with fUent Grief the Cafe> 

And breathes for them Compafflon ; 
PreceptSy (he knows, light Minds defpife^' 
Or them with Reafon IheM advife. 

To live with more Difcrction. 



Vt 



To make her more than JMbrtat (hine, 
AH Pow'rs to charm I iee combine) 

O ! were fuch Blef&ngs giv'n 
To cv'rjr female Soul on Eu:th, 
And Mm but tfuly knew their Worth, 

This Life wou'd be a Heo^n^ ^ 

vn. 

Ye modem ^^^t unmaidy Qrtiv^ 
Whilft ye y^ur t^i^ing Scheme$ piurtie, 

Let me frr owce Mvifc ye. 
Of her all TJiQKgbts to lay sOMe, 
For from her SqoI file feorm your Tribe^ 

And ever wijl deipife y^^ . 

xm. 

Ye Swains of H(^or! Somti Lovel 
Such as Clartnda ;av^ht approve^ 

Still be to her a Stranger; ' . 
Or all in vain you'll wafift yoiir Time^ 
For know, Clarinday b divine^ : 

Lives for her—. HoHi»5T RAj^osit. 

.Ul D2 ADVICE 
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ADVICE /d>' Honest Ranger. 



•1/ 

UNHEEDED long, my hoheft Friend, 
You've fcrtbbled on, all to no End, 
The Fair ones Faults difcbfikig ; 
The free, the coy, tbejroung, and old, 
The fullen, mute, and noify fcold. 
In vain you've been expofing. 



.BT. 

But pray, one Queftipn let me aik. 
How couM you undertake a Taik, 

Than Sifyphus's greater ? 
To mend the Fair, do what you will. 
Believe me. Sir, is paft the Skill 

Of aH your witty Satire.- 



m. 



Ranger'^' Progress: 3/r 



Some have with kind Advice. eilayM, 
And fomc call'd Wit unto th«r,Ai^,., 

Witnefs tli' ironic I>eanj: - 
But ftill it nonplus'd all their Arts, 
Who tries to bend their ftubborn Hearts, 

h laboring but in v<iin. 

IV. 

Perhaps you think, like Reynard, I 
But rail at what I can't enjoy ; 

Excufe me, Sir, you're wrong ; 
Thro' cv'ry Clafs the Fair I've try'd. 
But ftnind them ftill mere Slaves to Pride, 

A giddy fenfelefs Throng. 

V. 

Not but I'll own there are a few, , - - 
(For Merit ftill fliou'd have its due). 

Whofe Minds no Vices fully i ' 
But thefe are fuch Examples -rare, . 
That all their noble Virtues are 

Edips'd by others Folly. 

D 3 VI. 
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vt 

Then Ranger takK a Friend^ Advice, 
Ne'er meddle with a Point to nice, 

*Tis as a Friend I beg it : 
Like me enjoy a tranquil Blifs, 
Which is, and ever was, the Wife, 

Of your fxncere — Jack MEGCdTT. 

George* s. Temple- Bar; 

RANGER*^ REPLY t» 
Jack M b e o o t t. 



FRIEND y^rl, Igrcatfy WasfttfptitM, 
To find myfclf by you advl^d j 
I read pur ddd £^j/?/f ; 
Nay, read it o'er and o'er,—- and then, 
I laughing^ laid it down agen. 

And thought, you might go tfVjfU. 



llilK&£!l'« Fll06K£S64 3^ 



Not that I wou'd Advice reje£i:. 
But that you (hou'd my Pm dire^^ 

Seems void of all Diferetion t 
Becaufe you cannot mend the /^ff-^ 
Muft I, too, like yourfttf deT^ir, 

To work their Reformation I 

lit 

Poor Soul! betaufb you cannot rule, 
Tou bid me ceafis to ridicule. 

Each Femik vicious Pajfion ; 
Juft'like the Fox that loft his Tail, 
Who faign wouM tm the teft prevail. 

That that viras all the Fa&ion« ' 

IV, 

No, Jack ; e*er you my Schemes confine. 
Go bid the Planets ceafe to Ihine ; 

Alike, with equal Reafon, 
Compel the Winds which way to blow. 
Or bid the Ocean ceafe to flow. 

Or countermand each Seafon. 

D4 
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V. 

For know, I fiill (hall take Delight, 
Some to adore ^ 'gainft «/^ri writi^ 

Nor deem myfelf malicious % . 
For Reafon tells me it b wrong 
To let the Virtuous die unfung, ^ < 

Or live unlafli'd the Ficious^ 

vr. 

Thus I take Leave of you, my Friend, 
And tho% to gain my wifli'd^for End, 
. There doubtlcfs may be Danger, 
ni try (o turn the mifled SduJ, 
Whilft good Examples crown the whole. , 
Tm your*s,— Honest Rancsr, 
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m*f^'fifi^mwmmmmmmmt' 



ji Reply fo Honest Ranger* 



I. 

WHAT, Ranger! have I piqu'd your Pride, 
In offering you to be your Guides 
Sure you mifiook my Meaning : 
Vi^hcre Friendihip authorized Advice, 
I laid aiide all Form; fuch nice 

And fqueamifli Rules difdaining.. 



I own that to reform the Sex 

iVe long defpair'd, nor ihall perplex 

My Brains again about it^ 
Yet fo praife-worthy is the Deed, 
I can't but wi(h you may fucceedf 

Tho' Faith, I greatly doubt it. 



nL 
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in. 

Bui if you fliou'd (which Heaven fend) 
What Laurels then will grace my Friend, 

When you've furpafs'd each Danger ? 
And F^me^ when after Ages alk. 
Who was't performed the glorious Taflc ? 

Shall anfwer— -Honest RANCERt 

IV. . •: - 

And yet, when 1 COiifider, too. 
The Ccnfure that yO*u*ll undergo. 

If c*er your Schemes deceivfe yOii, 
1 can't but think e'er long yOu'U fay, 
Tb' Advice was good, which t'other Day, 

Your Friend Jack Meggott gave you* 

V. 

'Twas this induc'd me firft to fehd 
An early Caution, as a Friend i 

And tho' it touch'd your Spirit, 
Whene'er you're Wrong, nor be furprit&*d. 
You'll find yourfelf by me advis*d. 

Still proud to^wn your Merit. 

VI. 
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And, Ranger» I fliall Cake it kind^ 
If you*ll advife, whene'er you find 

(Which oft you will) Qccafioni 
Your Counfel then ihall be my Guide, 
Nor (hall a vaiii and feliiih Pride, ^ 

Prevent my Reformation. 

Ce9rgiSf Tiffffh-Bar^ Jack Meccott. 

To JACK MEGGOTT. 

Laugh where we mujt^ be efndii where we ean^ 
But Vindicate the Wajs of God to Man. Pors. 

I, 

DEAR Sir, with wondrous Pleafure I 
Received your fmart (but kind) Reply, 
Attentively peru«'d it; 
Finding you thought me foinetbing warm, 
X here declare I meant no Harm, 
And hope you have excus'd it. 

II. 
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H. 

None I woa'd wantonly offend. 
Much lefs a voluntary Friend ; 

But, Sir, I do aflure ye. 
In chufing either Friends or Booksj 
We (hou'd not takte 'em by their Looks, 

But judge of them maturely. 

III. 

Now, Sir, as near as I can guefs, 
Vou thofe good Qualities poiTefs 

Which I in Man admire ; 
tTouf Fricndihip gladly I accept, 
Proiid on true friendly Terms to afl:, 

A3 long as you defire*. 

IV. 

Advice, when needful, take or give. 
But pity thofe who, we conceive. 

Unhappy arc by Nature; 
At fuch as chufe to play the Fool, 
And ObjeSs are for Ridicule, 

Let us direct our Satire. 



V. 
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V. 

Buf be it our peculiar Care 

To bvi and guard the virtuous Fair, 

Never, no ne'er forfake 'em ; 
But thofe who are above a Friend, 
Too vile, too proud for Man to mend. 

Why let the D ^I take^em. 

VI. 

Farewell, and when again you write. 
To anfwer I flball take Delight ; 

To be the lefs a Stranger, 
When you, my Friend, yourfelf (hall find 
To crack a Bottle are inclined. 

Why call on — Honest Ranger. 

OSohir 21. 



To 



ro HONEST RANGER. 



I 



Could not for the World conceive^ 
What Reafon, Ranger ^ you couM hav^ 
To carp at my Epiftle ; 
Why, how the Dcv'l's thia, faid I; 
How cool he's grown> how very fhyy 
*' Dear Jack^ you may go whiffle/* 

But fincc you own, without Deceit, 
It might be owing t' over-hcat. 

Here let us drop the Matter ; 
True Friends are fcarce, and he*s a Fpol 
Who turns his pTiend to Ridicule ; 

^Tis Vice that calls ifor Satire. 



lit 
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in. 

A Friend of all Thing? moft I prize; 
A Friend who frankly will advife. 

And guide my erring Reafon : 
Whofc foft and fympathifing Heart 
Will in my Sorrows take a Part, 

And fhare what's to me pleafing, 

IV. 

Long did I feek in vain to find 

A Man who tally'd with my Mind, 

To all Deceit a Stranger; 
At length, ——Oh ! how I blefe the Day, 
Kind Fortune's thrown one in my Way, 

Pve met with Hmeji Roger. 

V. 

Then let us with united force. 
Of Folly ftrive to ftop the Courfe, 

See Virtue relnftated ; 
A mutual Fricndfbip vow my Friend, 
And never let our Satire end, 

'Till Vice is extirpated, 

vr 
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But ftill the Bargain more to bind. 

And prove my Words are not mere Wind, 

All idle empty Rattle; 
From Bus'nefs I an Hour will fteal. 
And then, dear Ranger^ furely call. 

And feal it with a Bottle. 



George\ Temfle-Bar, 



Jack MecgottJ 



To M-. M E G G O T T. 

like as the. Waves make toiufrds thepehblid Sbcre, 
Ss do our Minutes hajim u their End. 

Shakespear* 



I. 

DEAR Sir, as this my long Negleft 
Proceeded thro* no Difrcfpe£t, 
Impute it not a Crime : 
To anfwer you I wilh'd the PowV, 
But Teeming envious (led each Hour, 
And left me void of Time. 



ir. 
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And thro* my Life, ^t ev*ry Date, 
I have obferv'd a kind of Hate 

Between old Time and I; 
At Tawj at BaJly or other Sport, 
When I did his Indulgence coui^. 

He fwifter fcem'd to fiy. ^ - 

III. 

When oft I haye, with great Delightj 
Sat prattling all the previous Night 

With her I thought diviijej 
Shock'd, I beheld unwelcome Pay, 
For ftill I had a deal to fay, 
. But then I wanted Time. 

IV. , 

When wanton Thoughts did me alarm. 
And fome kind Nymph her cv'jy Charm 

Did to my WMh re%n ; 
I Joys like thofe, as other Men, 
Wifli'd o'er, and' o*er, and .o'er again, 

But faith I wanted Time. 



ifo Ranger*s Pro6res«V 

But we, my Friend, whene'er we meet^ 
The Subjea candidly will treat. 

Of fFanty or Loft of 7iw, 
Which is to all of fo much Weight, 
That Fools alone, till 'tis too late. 

To ufe it well decline, 

VI. 

And let fuch Trifers as pretend. 
They find it hard their Time to fpend. 

The following Rule purfuc. 
Think well this Hour on ibcfe which paft. 
And ufe the future as their &/?, 

They'll find enough to do. 

vn. 

Ye Sons of Senfe, by decent Mirth 
WouM ye he truly blcft on Earth, 

With Uene/i Ranger join. 
To wing in Peace your Hours away. 
So iball your Souls be ever gay. 

And knpw no Wants but Time. 

Honest Rakgsr. 

ne 
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fbe agreeable Mod ern Visit. 

i« Virtue is HmurJ' 

Blunt« 



t 

TRUE Friendihlp me fo much deligfilai^ 
That when a certain ^Sfuire invites. 
To wait on him I ahnoft fly. 
And Blunt feems full as pleas'd as L 
With him to dine fome Friinds he pref^ 
Myfelf was one, and with the reft 
Moft truly Wikorm^ truly tkfi. 



\ 



JL 



\ 



Gcodnefs in ^omen (which fome fwear 

In all their Sex is very rare,) 

I found in full Perfedlion there ; 

And, witnefs Hfav% the Joy that gives 

Is far the greateft Man receives. 

And to myfelf no kind of treat 

Withgut fuch Blei&ngs is complete, 

E 2 Iff. 



JJi RAK'CiSX^fi TPiiJOClt«AS!;j' 



IIL 

With Peace and Plenty in their Faces, 
Servatus witS jfemrfiU #MV Places,- 
And'with their,Mafte«*s^//uait9 
To Jive inferior jLtfe delight. 

To alt, thej^goiiB/fM'Pknty give. 
With Liierixt^'teifej. or leave i • 

Invitej but fcorn by Farce to aA^ ^ • "• - 
Which ihews grisitiStnduSf and ReffiSi: 
Thiip at my !^J^;^i's' your Servants fark, 
WB^h Bbmt^ with *htfu/ands^ tC^Jll'declare; 

V, 

Th^* Squire* s the Tjp^^ pf ,i^{i& and I0W9 
hiy^ much ejieenid^ without a ^fi 
5&^5^ to no P^r/y, nor to Pelfx.i 
Loves all ^ iV^^^i^«rx aa bimfe^\ 
Never fo bleft as when his Frjendis, 
Void of all Farmy hii JSi^r^ attendflu 



VI. 
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VI. 

» 

Where cv'ry Rank is fure to meet 
A truiy fubjiimial EilgSi/b tnai-y ' 
For what kind Heaven heftows on him. 
He J like a Gody deals foi-th tH^tCi 
His A^rtbj his 'Friend/hip, crown the whole. 
And prove' (uch ^^q^ets to the Soul^ 
That Scandal's felf fits filent there, 
Pleas'd with his Virtues and his chcar. 



Vlt 

Yc Heav'nsj and tSLch eek^al P6^% 
On bimy and iis^ yout Bleffings,£how'f ; -■ 
And when, by Z>(M«i&, yoa timogeihcir Stite, 
Z/et J?/{/r eternal be their /3i/«. 

Seigbfird, Zfaffwdfinre. Hokest Ranger: 



E 3 RAJroER^a 
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Ranger's Ramble in bis Sleep. 

A DREAM. 

How many monfirous Forms in Sleep we fie. 

Dryden, 



WHILST Milliom throw their Time away, 
And love to /«, and love to prajy 
Of different Faith am 1 5 
Few are my Crimesy and Jbort my Prayers^ 
•To Bed I go quite free from Cares, 
Rcfign'd to tive or die. 

11 

But while I Jleep my Fancy roves. 

And various Obje£fSj as (he moves. 

To me in Vijion brings 5 

Sweet pleafing Scenes me oft' delighty 

Strange Phantoms in their Turn affrigbty 

^ And other fuch like Things, 
^^ III. 
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Laft Night I dreamt ftrange Fields I croft, 
*Twas darkj 'twas laUj and I was loft^ 

When Firtune^ in the End, 
Me to a £rty ViUagi brought, 
I call'd, was anfwer'd, and I thought 

'Twas by a Cbriftian ^Friend. 

He heard my Cafe^ then in I went. 
And, with the ufual Compliment, 

, A Gtafs to chear me took ; 
Bowing, with TSanks^ I drank the King^ 
Thought all was right — but no fuch Thing, 
For now I (aw him look 



V. 

Like y0», who may have been diftrefs'd. 
When NatuTi backward ftrongly preft. 

And out you could not get ; 
Hard tho' your Cafe, and ftrange to tell. 
Like ym I faw him have and fiodly 

Like you to frown and Jwtat. 

E 4 V 



56 Ra^^BR'S PROGilJBS§i 



VL 

Much tho* mf loyal Health difpleasM, 
Some other Cau/e his Brain had feiz'd^ 

I faw his Colour change 5 
Starting he rofe, and wildly ftar'd. 
As if fome Ghe/l to him appear^(). 

Then mutter'd forth Revenge^ 

yii. 

With Piiy now I viewed the Man^ 
For round the Room he nettled ran 

With ^^7rf«i?/}.in his £y^^, 
So in a fultry Day I've fecn 
Clodpate^i old Horfe and dull Qx-tean^ 

A gadding drove by Flies. 

VIII. 

Two Ladies long I had difcern'd 
Of him afiam% in Silence buroM> 

Till now the Wife— *' My dear^ 
" Ai Harm of him cannot be fqiiy 
" With him why trouble you your Head ?—• 

" Befides^ a Stranier's berer 



IX. 
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IX. 

Madam (fays he) how dare you prate? 
Or that fFhig Ranger vindicate ? 

Pfay let your %nguii lie ftill : . - 

Of me what P inures hz$ he drawn! 
He's drove me mad, and ftill drives on, 

Curfe on him and hii^ Quill. 

X. 

Harkce (faid I) clJ ie/fy Bard, 

Your Tongue and Pen more ftriSly guard. 

And took him by the Nofe. 
Trembling he cry'd, who are you. Stranger? 
SirlBh (faid I) Pm Honeji Ranger^ 

He howVdy I waVd and rofe^ 

XL 

Thus fafe in Dreams I ridicule^ 
And laugh^ when Jleeping^ at a Footy 

No Laws can Dreams reftrain : 
As Fancy boundlefs ftill (ball rove, 
I'll (by the Will of mighty Jove) 

Dreantj laugh, and write again. 

Seighford^ Stafford/hire, Honest Rakgbr: 

Rang^ 
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Ranger Moralizing^ 1760, 
L 

AS in the Courfe of Life we find 
Strange Schemes to pkafe or plague the Mind ; 
To pleafe myfelf, in humble Verfe 
My prefent Thoughts I ihall rehearfe. 



} 



II. 

Loruhn I count the World* $ vaft Hive^ 
The human Species they contrive 
To a£l like Bees^ and nobly thrive. 
Deminims are the flow'ry Fields, 
Which Honey to th' induftrious yields, 

III. 

As Humour varies in the BeeSj 
Some work at Home^ fome crofs the Seas ; 
Qjiite round the mighty Globe fome ftroU, 
And bring rich Sweets from either Pole: 

IV. 



Ranger's P&ogress; 



IV. . 

But I (tho* not at all a Drone) 
Chufe from the Hive not far to roam. 
And cenfure oft' my fellow Bees^ 
Who crofs the rude dcflxuftive Seas, 
In Search of Sweets in foreign Fields, 
When our aum IJland better yields. 

V. 

For what our Nature really wants 
Britain much m6re than doubly grants. 
And ev'ry wife contented Mind 
England a Paradife may find. 

VL 

But Pookj for anfwer, will advance, 

* What Glory 'tis tfe conquer France? 

f What Wealth immenfe might Britain gain 
*. If (he but wag'd a War with Spain? 
' Some (withfome Reafon) urged as much 

* To trim thofe dirty Dogs the Dutch* 
Each, to their favourite Paffion flaves. 
Like a poor Wretch of Bedlam raves. 

vr 
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VIL 

For weigh the mighty Ilfs that wait 
On various Sodls of dv'ry 'State; 
Think how the Vi fgiDs Hearts muft bleed 
When of their Lovers Deaths they read. 
Of Widows, Orphans vaft Dlftrefs, 
^ And dreadful Ruins numberleis, 

VIII. 
In fliort, though War is cbw a Trade, 

And through the World a Science made; 
'Tis Madnefs all, the Caufe is Man, 
With Reafon this deny who can. 

HoNBST Ranger: 

A Melancholy Visit. 
I. 

A Lady, \x\A^ goodj znd great. 
Me kindly alk'd on her to wait ; 
To which my Soul was ftrongly bent. 
So Blunt I caird, took Horfe, and went ; 
And over * Cannock's dreary Waftc 
To the old Manjion happy paft, 

* A Place in Staffordihirc. 
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Where lighting thought, in tranquil' Joyj 

(As ufual tOcxt) to fpend the Day 5 - 

But fo imperfeffs earthly Blifs^ 

That mix'd with Cares each PleaTure isi -^ ^ * 

ill. 

Joys now were fled, and, in their Room,' - 
Appear'd a melancholy Gloom ; 
Servants in Corners moping fat. 
And look'd like Things irtanlmau^ 

IV. 

With Temper Jiveet^ and modefi Air^ 
To me came down a blooming Fair ; 
Stru^ling with Grief (he Silence broke ^ 
I, lift'ning, melted as (he fpoke. 



« Our vaft Confujfion^ Sii;, excufc, 
** For foon a worthy Friend we lofej 
" Each Hour, each Moment, lately paft^ 
** Threatened my Lady as her laft. 

VI. 
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Through Pity, confcious of our Woe, 
<« Death has, as yet, with-hcld his Blowi 
«' But Age, with Symptoms, we conceive, 
*• Give us no Hopes that (he can live f 

VII. 

Here Tears ran trickling down her Cheek, 
Nor had (he Pow'r again to fpeak. 
But figh'd as though her Heart wou'd break. 
Shock'd to my Soul to fee her grieve, 
I, fympathizing, took my Leave, 
In Sorrow long for her to dwell. 
Who Virtue's Rules obferv'd fo well. 
That few her equal, none exceH. 

viir. 

Ye Pow'rs immortal, guard my Friend, 
Her your divine Ai&ftance lend ; 
And when, by your unerring Will, 
Death the great Order muft fulfil. 
Let to her Soul due Blifs be giv'n 
She'll need no more^ — She merits Heaven* 

^taffordfiire^ HoNfisT Rang£r. 

Ranger 
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Sanger at BuxTON-WfeLLs; 

Lit me reJUn a lUtle. 

Dr. HoAOLY, 

I.- 

FROM Paradife when the firft Pair 
For Difobedience baniih'd were. 
How dreadful was the Change ! 
Such will a Man of Realbn find 
(Save but the Comforts of his Mind) 
Who (hall to Buxton range. 



Can any Soul of common Senfe 
By Choice make this its Refidence ? 

A dreary, dirty Place ! 
He who declares his Life he fills 
With Joy amongft thefe barren Hills, 

Madnefs muft be his Cafe. 
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With Scnfcs clear, in perkSt Health, 
Murder who would their Time and Wealth 

Where Heaven feldom f^iilcs ? 
A Some of Hills, unbleft, abound, - ' ' ' 
Gbrn, Fruit, and Flowers,, aft rarely found 

j^5 la Jmiia^s Wilds. 

IV, 

If Pains acute you hither bring, 

And help you find from Buxtonh Spring, 

There's Reafon on your Side > 
May Heaven's BlefGng$ work your Cure^ 
But govern well y^urfelf be fure,. 

Let Temp'rance be your Guide. 

V. 

For Pleafure fui;e there's none fo weajr, 
* To fearch the Druirs A—fe cf Peaky 

(A Place in Derbyshire) 
For while its Wonders fome relate, 
I count another full as great. 

That any Soul comes hei:e« 



VI. 
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But wherefoevcr Follies court. 
Mortals unthinking will refort. 

For want of Reafon ftill ; 
Shame on our Sex ! — As for the Fair, 
They all want (fomething) ev'ry where, 

And fomething want they will. 

VIL 

And Heaven knows 'tis Ranger's Pride, 
To fee their Wifhes gratify'd. 

May they their Hopes obtain ; 
Of tranquil Souls be all poiTeft, 
Here and hereafter ftill be bleft, 
, And Ranger's Friends remain. 

VIII, 

Their Sex, and Mufick (fiuh as 'tis) 
Wkile here I ftay my Comfort is ; 

Hear me each heav'nly Pow'r ! 
Call^ Ifhou'd you, hence, the female Race^ 
I could no longer bear the Place, 
. No, not a fingle Hour, 

F ry 
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IX. 

And as (thank God) I nothing ail^ 
Folly fhall not on me prevail 

Amongft thefe Rocks to dwell ; 
More fertile Scenes I have in View i 
Reafon, lead on, Til follow you, 

So, Buxton^ fare ye well. 

Honest Ranger; 
Buxton -Wells y Derhyjhire. 

A Short Sketch of a modern C A- 
NONicAL Monster. 

AS long ago as tuneful Homer fung, 
Horfes we find were fluent of the Tongue ; 
An antient Afs, too, when its Matter bang'd 
him, 
PluckM up its Courage and awhile harangu'd him j 
And when Mahomet went to vifit iGoD, 
A Milk-white Steed, 'tis faid, that Prophet rode; 
Of S«nfe furprizing, and a curious Pride; 
For thus it fpake (or elfe the Prophet ly*d) 
" None but Mahomet on my Back fhall 
^* ride." 



} 
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f*or prcfent Wonder fee a Creature live. 
Of whom a (hort Defcription here I give ; 
It^s Form is human^ and for Man may pafs^ 
In Hedri a Devil^ and in Senfe an Afs^ 
A Toad in Vemfn^ JEsoi^'s Daw in Pride^ 
A foolijh Poety and a Knave hefide j 
That this he isy to us he often telby 
In Numbers tuneful ■ ' as his * Parijh Bells ; 
IThich Bells J tvheft rungj muft fure the Dead provoke , 
Three is the Pealy and one of them is broke. 
Sut that this MooAer may be le(s a Stranger, 1 
(The Brute* sfo tanid in him there is no Danger) C 
He (hall be ihown at f large by Honejl Ranger. J 

♦ The Dirty Village, StafFordfliire: 

-)- See a certain Letter in Print y and many others iV 
Manufcripty ready for the InffeSion of all true Friends 
to the frefent Government. 



F2 RANGER 
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x:>ccooc<xxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

RANGER on bis Arrival in 
LONDON. 



Tp HC Thoufands ftrivc their Time to kill, 
X Thro' Life I find no Interval 

But fully I employ ; 
The Country charms with rural Sports,. 
Me London now as ftrongly courts. 
And yields me equal Joy. 



n. 

And who can wonder ? When it's here 
That dwells my Soul's delight, my fair. 

Ingenuous, modeft, clean; 
Whofe yearly Conduft proves that (he. 
Is in her Soul a very Bee^ 

To me of Bees the ^een. 

m. 
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Thoufands like her there are, no Doubt, 
Did Men with Prudence find them out. 

And thofe with Honour merit ; 
But 'tis a nice Affair to chufe. 
Few know the Art, and fewer ufe 

A truly noble Spirit. 

IV. 

How far from bleft (hould Ranger be, 
Deny'd the fweet Felicity 

Which now with Truth I boaft ; 
And thofe who don't the charming Fair 
Before all other Joys prefer, 

Muft be to Reafon loft. 



Their Sex firft won my Infant Love, 
Which Reafon bids me ftill improve. 

So (hall, till Death, increafe; 
For when I know no female Friend, 
I be^ the Gods my Life will end. 

And waft my Soul to Peace, 

F 3 VI. 
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VI, 

On Terms like thefc whoever dwell. 
Their Blifs will heighten. Cares difj^l. 

And Life be weU enjoyed ; 
Qur Souls kept adive, and we find 
The Wretches moft diftrefsM in Mind, 

Are never half pn^ploy'd, 

VII. 

Ye Sons of Folly, Tools for Sport, 
Whilft manly Virtues hourly court, 

Each trifling AA decline; 
So Months and Years to you (ball fecm 
A Summer's Day, and that (erene. 

And blcft your Lives like mine. 

Londof/f Honest Ranger. 



tie 
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rhe MORNING VISIT. 

^ What h*t a Woman cannot do ?* 

OtwA Y. 

* For *tis in vain to think to gueft 
^ 4t Women h Appearances.' 

HUDIBRAS, 
I. 

MY higbeft Joys, my greateft Car^^ 
Spring through my Friendlhip for the Fair, 
Their Sex I love and honour: 
And in my Walb the other Day, 
I made Clarinda's in my Way, 
Refolv^d to call upon her; 

II. 

With her a little while to fit. 
To drink a Diih of Chocolate^ 

Qr learn a little News ; 
Or of the laft Ridotta hear. 
Who fhone the greateft Beauty there, ^ 

And who that Fair purfues. - 

F 4 iir 
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III. 

But at Clarinda^s Houfe I found 

The Knocker ty'd, Straw on the Ground, 

Tokens of mighty Dat7ger\ 
Shock'J at the Sight, in trembling Paufe, 
Methought to afk the dreadful Caufe 

Could be no Harm in Ranger, 

IV. 

Some gentle Taps brought forth the Maid, 
Whofe Looks pronounc'd Clarinda deads 

O ! I (hall ne'er forget her ! 
She faw me looking wild about. 
So to my Comfort drawVA it out. 

My Ladf s-^fomething-^better. 



Better ! (faid I) has flie been ill ? 
* Tes^ dangerous Sir^ and fo is Jiill, 

* Jt leaji to fee no Stranger j ' 
Sweetheart (faid I) I'll bear the Blame, 
Jf you'll juft carry up my Name ; 

T#ll her 'tis Honest RAnger. 



VI. 
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She went, returned, and with an Air, 
That fpoke her Heart quite free from Care ; 

I wonder'd at the Change : 
Said (he, * My Lady^ Sir^ deftrei^ 
« That you'll be pleas' d to walk up Stairs j ' 

I thought it vaftly ftrange. 

VII. 

As I approach'd Clannda's Room, 
' Inftead of Sicknefs^ Griefs and Gloom j 

I found her blithe as May ; 
Dreft clean and decent as a Bride, 
And (pleafmg Sight /) clofe at her Side 

Well chofcn Authors lay. 

VIII. 

Between my Fear and vaft Surprize, 
I fcarce at firft behcv'd my Eyes, 

Said (he, * Good- morrow Ravcek*-^^ 
Madam, faid I, it gives me Joy, 
To fee you in fo fine a Way, 

I thought you were in Danger. 



IX. 
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IX. 

She fmilingy anfwer'd, ^ S/V, tirf Scheme^ 

* fyild ias i$ may to mary feeniy 

^ By me is well intended ^ 
*■ By feeming ill, / Ills avoids 

* Such as my Health had much dejirtufd^ 

4nd Life would foon have ended -^ 

X. 

Rmts^ Drumsy Ridottasy AiiSfionsy Plays^ 

* By Turns take up our Nights and Daysy 

^ E'en Sundays not excepted', 
« O Raic GER ! fiould you take a Wife 
• • From thofe who lead that Sort of Life^ 
* SbeHl ^rive you ^uite diftraQei^ 

XI, 

Juft as I went to make reply, . 
A friend c3Lmt in*and put me by. 

At which my Fijit ended ; 
But as Clarinda*s Scheme is new. 
And formed t'encourage Firtue too. 

No Doubt 'twill be commended. 

Se^iftrd'Row^ Honest Ranger. 

On 
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On the GENERAL FAST. 

God ! go out with our Hojis: Through thee we 
will do great JlSfs. Part of Pf. Ix. 



THAT Hcav*n Britain long may blefs. 
And to our Forces grant Succefs 
'Gainft Prance by Sea and Land^ 
I, though by Nature rather gay, 
(And not much us'd to faji ox pray) 
Obey 'd the £f/sr^'s Command. 

II. 

Religion ! Liberty ! and Laws ! 
I held with us no trifling Caufe, 

And judg'd it truly &ir^ 
That wej who dcrti't in fVar delight. 
Should pay thofe well who for us fight. 

And fend to Heaven our Pr^V. I 

w 
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III. 

And fure there's none fo void of Scnfe, 
As not to truft to Providence! 

At leaft this Faith is mine. 
That we for each fliould do our beft, 
Tis Nttiure*s Law^ and for the reft 

Truft to the Pow'r Divine / 

IV, 

With liich like Thoughts, to Church I went, 
Moll highly pleased witli the Intent, 

And croudcd Congregation, 
Wou'd all (thought I) who meet To-day, 
Ad always right as well as pray. 

Nothing would hurt this Nation* 

V. 

But fome at Church draw up their Face, 
Like Prejbyterians faying Grtfff, 

Or, as if much in Pain ; 
TTnder which Looks too oft we find 
Their Souls to fuch dark Deeds inclined. 

As no good Ends can gain. 



VI. 
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By Heaven each AS in Life is feen. 
Vile Forms difguft the Powers fupreme. 

Good Works muft merit Heaven ; 
'Tis not for Alan to fport with Fate ; 
And, Britonsy think to you of late 

What wond'rous Bleffings given ! 

VII. 

Blejtngs ! which (hew that Heav'n^s our Friend i 
For Proof, the Wars abroad attend, 

Increafing ev'ry Hour ; 
Then view this happy Iflc again. 
See it peculiar bleft remain. 

And thank th' Almighty Pow'r. 



VIII. 

Next Ltfbon'^ Fate with Horror fe?. 
Late by a dire Calamity 

Almoft to Atoms ftiaken ; 
Now mark their matchlefs cruel Scency 
Of which rtone could -have guilty been, 

But thofe whom Heav^rCs forfaken. 



jy 



PC. ' 

In (hort, go, cv'ry Kingdom view. 
You'll find no Pe(fple bkft like you. 

Nor you^ as mw^ were ne^^er ; 
Then be it hence our plcafing Talk 
To praife our God for Bkjfings paft. 

And crave his Aid for ever. 

Bi^ord'Row, Honest RANcrfiR: 



ro HONEST RANGER- 



TH E other Day I chancM to fee, 
A little Piece of Poetry, 
The Progrefs *twas of Ranger -^ 
Him as a Friend I novr addrcfs, 
Tho* 'tis a Freedom I confefs. 
To ufe unto a Stranger. 

II. 
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You tell us how yoU rove about. 
To find a fair Companion out, 

And how'our Sex you love ; 
But if you join in Hymen^s Bands, 
Hearts fliould unite as well as Hands, 

True Happincfs to prove. 

IIL 

* Wedlock's a Trap, there is no Doubt on't, 

* Thofe that are in, wpu'd fain be out on't.' 

So Hudibras doth fing ; 
The Knot once ty'd, you ibon wou'd rue it, 
But Where's the Man that can undo it, 

Since Macedamah King. * 

IV. 

Now if you proraife on your Part, 
To fix on one alone your Heart, 

And leave your rambling Life; 
If you'll be faithful, good, and true. 
And ftriftly Honour's Paths purfue, 

I'll help you to a Wife. 

* He cut the Gordian Knot. 

V 
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V. 

There is a genVous. little Frictid 
Of mine,— that I can recommend. 

But then the GirPs no Beauty ; 
She wants not Senfe,*-<an read, and write. 
To pleafe is her fupreme Delight^ 

And will perform her Duty. 

VI. 

She's no Mifs PnUy nor Donna grave, 
To Cards and Fafliions not a Slave, 

But blithe as any Linnet ; 
Yet no Coquet— tho* briflc and gay. 
Can like a Lambkin fport and play. 

And thinks no Harm there's in it. 

vn. 

A Nfan of Senje, ' good Humour, Merit, 
Achearful, frank, and gen'rous Spirit, 

With Pleafure (he'll obey; 
A Bacchanalian doth deteft. 
Who makes Sobriety a Jeft, 

And drinks his Wits away. 



VIIL 
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The Jcmmy'8, Jcflamy's, and Smarts, 
Who drcfs to win the Ladies Hearts, 

Bucks and Choice Spirits too. 
Such pretty Clotures at a Ball 
May fenre for Partners, — but that's all. 

For Life they'll never do. 

To fum up all, — and make an End, 
Be an agreeable kind Friend, 

Her Monitor and Guide ; 
She'll give her Heart and Hand to you. 
Her Fortune's at ypur Service too. 

And (he will be your Bride. 

J Fairy. 

From ^een MAbV Courts Jupc tht z^h, 
The Fairy's Grand HQliiay. 



HONEST 
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HONEST RANGER'S RfiPLY 

to the pAiRYt 

I. 

DEAR little Stranger, friendly Sprite \ 
Surpriz'd; and yet with new Delight^ ' > 
I read your late Addrefs; 
To me 'tis more than common Joy, 
To find you thu$ your Thoughts employ. 
For R A N G £ ii'$ Happinefs. 

II. 

That Charmer too, your ////// Rrieniy 

Whom you fo highly recommend, * 

To be my Mate for Life ; 
If all you fay of her be true. 
What can a Mortal better do. 

Than take her for his Wife ? 

m. 
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And me, niy 4^eft p'jiiry, t^th 
Where docs this modern Wmiar dwdl, 

Whofe Virtue*^ fo uftCoatmon ; 
Declare her Nai^e, her Birth, what Place, . . 
Whether (he is of JFairy Race, 

Or really if a Woman. 

Yet'thcre*s a TjWriknd tfs and Ands^ 
Ere her Pll join in HjfmefC% Bands \ 

Firft I will not, Miifeen> 
Take to my Bpdi 00 bam Report, 
The tip-top ^^dy of yout Ci>urt, 

Not ev*n Mab the ^tfn. 

l^r next his Ip^l, 'tis Mah*s chief Care< 
To weigh t{i^ Merits pf th^ F^ir, 

Whom he int^od^ \^ &ide ; 
Should I, who ^Wch R^pkind to chufcj 
Wear for my Life a galKDg Noofe, 

'Twould doubly gall niy Pride*. . - - 

G 2 V^ 
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VI. 

The love^mad Swain, indeed, may fing, 
Kii Delia lio^m perpetual Springy 

And Heaven is in her Eyei 
Of Reaibn void, complain to Jvue^ 
Hew hard his Lot fo mtub to kve^ 

And yet tenpitfd die. 

To cure this Fit, foon fee him wed. 
Dull as an i^ he droops his Head ; 

And now with furly Pride, 
Leering at each, they curfe their Fate, 
Both from their Souls each other hate,| 

And rave to be unty'd. 

VIII. 

But drown this Topic, dull as Earth ; 
For fprightly Scenes and harmlefi Mirth 

Let me the Subjed change; 
For Heav'n propkious* on me fmilef, 
A faithful Fair my Care beguiles. 

So I (with Honour) range. 



DC 
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IX. 

And wifh (this Moment wijb) the Pow% 
To find your lacred Court or Bow'r, 

And gaily on the Grepn 
The Ring in myftic dfuice to join. 
To you awhile myfelf refign, 

■^Witfa Homage to your Queen. 

X. 

By Cynthia's Aid, on Fairy Ground, 
In Mirth and Joy we'll friik it round, 

(If you'll admit a Stranger) 
So fare ypu well, my deareft Elf, 
(^th due Re/pe£l to Mab her/elf) 

Vm your's Honest Ranger. 

Se^ord'Row, 1760. 



G 3 £very 
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jLiJtery Man in his Hamur. 

. Ben Johnson. 



Since the World mth Writing is foffl/ty * ' 

ril verftfy in fpite^ and do my heft 

To make as much wafte Pqp^ as the reft. 

. Juv^NAt. 



} 



WHILST I to Virtue pay Refpea, . , 
And Vicp in various Forms dete£t, . 
I can*t conceive there's any Hurt, 
Myfelf by fcribbling to jdivfft. 

II. 

Defers of Pcrfon or of Mind 
(When nat'ral) my Compaffion find 5 
And him I count a hardened Fool, 
Who real Misfortunes ridicule^ 

III. 



2 ^ » 

ranger's Progress, Bf 



in. 

On thofe who are in Vice grown bold. 
And are fgr Birch too great or old. 
With Froedom ftill, unaw'd by Men, 
I (hall employ my Mind and Pen. 

IV. 

And fomc defight to play the Fool, 
As I^do thofe to ridicule : 
Thus Folly ferves a double End, 
Tho! Foe tafome, is my real Friend. 



O Folly ! what fhou*d Ranger do 
If not affifted olft by you ? 
J Life, thus laughing, could not fpend. 
If oeafc you ftoa*d to be my Friend, 

VI. 

But foft, behold the Goddefa fneer. 
And anfwers, ' Ranger^ do not fear, 

* Vaft are the Foibles of the Town, 

* So in Proportioh are thy own -, 

G 4 vn. 
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* In ftriving others to reclaim, 

* You certain are to mifs yoqr Aim^ 
^ For while you laugh at what they do, 

* They trifle on and laugh at you. 

VIII. 

* Nay, e*cn the Strokes of Hogarth view, 
^ Judgp of his Mirth, while fuch he drew, 

* Yet, tho' he laugh'd his Sides to fpl; 

* You'll find the Fools that to him fit 
^ Plcas'd ^s the Linjner ev*ry bit. 

IX.. 

< And ever fince the World began, 

^ I govcrn'd have the Thing call'd Man; 

« So great my §way, till Time's no more, 

* Man I (foolifli Man!) (hall own my Pow'r. 

X. 

In Pity, Goddcfs, ccafe thv Tongue, 
Tho' Millions round your Temple throng. 
Grant me, as ufual, my Delight, 
Againft your Votaries to write ; 

XI. 



it, "1 
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XI. 

Nature and Truth to be my Guide, 
You*ll find through Life my Joy, my Pride, 
And while your Empire you maintain, 
I live, and Xnaves and Fools remain, 
I'll write and laugh, and writie again. 



! 



BeiffordRow. Honest Ranger. 



7(7 the Irreverend Mr. Doggrel* 

" Im the Puppj have it:' 

See General Hawly's Will. 

** In vain ym fondly thought yourfelf to fcreen^ 
• '* Majk*d like a Ruffian or a Thief unfeen^ 

** But view thyfelf^ for to your Shame I can^ 
. ^* Pronounce (with Nathan, Sir^) Thou art the 
" Man/* 

Guess agaik. 

ASSIST me genius Offspring of the Sky, 
Whilft on a certain Prieft I verfify. 
Who leaves his Study of the facred Page, 
To vent on me in Magazines his rage. 
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And in rough Numbers and a wretched Stile, 
Shews his unfriendly Talent to revile, 
Then he through Bafenefs, for to hide his Shame, 
fieseath his Stuff fubfcrib'd another's * Name. 

O Deggrel! Dcggrelf Why to Peace a Stranger ? 
Why trudge to Rame for Dirt to throw at Ranger? 
Why play the Thief when you her Authors read. 
To fliow how grofsly you delight to feed? 
Like you the Afs we fee the Nettles take. 
And leaves rich Clover for the Thiftle's Sake ; 
Like you the Toad creeps from it's murky Cell, 
Midft Flowers colleding Poifon rank as Hell, 
Then fpits it's Venom on the tender Shoot, 
And in the Embryo kills the rifmg Fruit ; 
'Tis known to what your Prieftly Wifdom tends. 
Aft the Toad on, you'U never gain your Ends j 
Still like the Bee that fears no baneful Juice, 
I'll cull lalttbrious Sweets for public Ufe. 

Wouldft thou a Poet to the World be known. 
In tuneful Numbers lee fame Senfe be fhown. 
No more rough Scrawl and inharmonious Bray, 
This what you are will certainly betray. 

* The Rn/exefui Mr, B — tc, a Man of great Leam^ 
ifigf geod Senfe ^ and good Nature, ijobo defpifes Doggrel 
ms much as I do aU Knaves and FooU. 

Wouldft 
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Wouldft thou a great and able Critic fit. 
Be yours the poignant Satyr, yours the Wit, 
But O! thy brainlefa Head I 'tis too well known. 
The Wit you ftok, the Drofs is all thy own. 
Thus Mfop\ Daw, ambitious to be fine, 
Jlob'd ev'ry Bird that he might bafely ihine. 
On you wh^t Sentence muft the Learned paf^ ? 
You've frov'd yourfelf a tbieviih filly Afs. 

Wc fee ah Artift when a Wall he builds. 
With common Rubbiib he die middle fills. 
Yet he by Pradice, and the Line and* Rule, 
Finiihes well, and proves himfeif no Fool; 
Not fo thyfelf, for 'tis' with Rubbifli you 
Begin, continue^ ay and finilh too, 
Then ceafe your fcribbling. Sir, for you I can , 
Prove (n^r) as bad a Poet as you are a Mail. 

Tho* Pm not great or eloquent as Bitty 
' Tuneful as Pofe^ nor like a Swifi in Witj 
I am content, fome little have acquired. 
And by your Betters have been oft' admir*d i 
I reap by Nature what by Nature's fown. 
And what I fcribble n^ed not blufli to own. 
To ladi the Follies of the Age delight. 
And (hun thofe Evils which againft I write. 
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Then whereV my Error? As myfelf I can 

Prove a good Sulge£t and an Honeft Man. 

Arc ym thus happy in the Voice of Fame? 

Unconfcious ym of what I here could name ? 

O ! that I dar'd of Individuals fmg. 

And certain Truths to open Day-light bring, 

Tou (Will it's knmn) I have the Pow*r to paint. 

In Colours ftrong, that rcprefent, — No Saint i 

Sut 'tis no Credit what is feen to (how. 

Nor yet to tell your Neighbours what they know ; 

Befides my Satires are on Fools at large, 

I ne'er till now made one alone my Charge, ^ 

And even now as I my Honour prize, 

Hate the mean Subject, and yourfelf defpife. 

More nobler Themes me animate to fing, 

TTie charming Fair, my Country and my King, 

Yet, if indignant you with Spleen ihall burn. 

And dare of me to fcribbling return. 

As I my Schemes {hall futurely purfue, 

ni hold ye up (ye fneaking Cur) to view. 

Teaching you better how to ufe a Stranger, 

I'll make ye dread the Name of Honejl Ranger. 

Stafford/hire, near H-— -«;y. 1760. 
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A Dialogue between DEATH 
and RANGER. 

J Dream overtook me. 

Dryden. 

WHEN Pbcebus down the weftern Skies was 
gone, ^ 
And Cynthia half her mighty Courfe had run, 
I dreamt I labour'd up the fteep Afcent 
Of * Cafile Hilly and in my Fancy meant 
The antient noble Ruin to Airvey, 
And view the Scenes that there in ProTped lay. 
The Summit gain'd, I fcarce recover'd Breathy 
Before I faw the favage Tyrant Death ; 
He on the Ruin made his awful Stand, 
And held his murd'ring Scepter in his Hand : 
Aghaft I view'd him, thought my Life was done. 
When the great King of Terrors thus begun. 

* Ca/ile Hill near ScaiFord, Eaftnuard from 
Haughton. 

D E A T 
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DEATH. 
ORakger! Whyfopafc? TheCaufcaml? 
Why tremble thus ? Are you afraid to die ? 

RANGER. 

Mankind oft tremble without Caufe of Pear, 
But who unlhaken fiands when you appear ? 
Afraid to die we ev*ry Creature find. 
And fome Reludance in tfae'moft refign'd. 

DEATH. 
Without controul I feize on old and young*--- 

RANGER. 
And yet fome lives I beg you to prolong. 

DEATH. 
Let them be nam'd, and Vll fome Moments (by. 
To hear, in their Behalf,* what you can fay. 

RANGER. 
Then my firft Objeft is my favourite Fair — 

DEATH. 
What ! her before yourfelf ! that's very rare. 

RANGER, 
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RANGER, 
Know you her, pray i 

DEATH. 
I do ; fhe's worth your Care* 

RANGER. 
Long let her live. Next for myfclf I plead ; 

DEATH. 
That's natural enough ; prjy. Sir, proceed. * 

RAN G E R. \ ] ' \ , 
Then all arpund I.haye a many Frien4s-r - . . 

DEATH. 

Be brief, I beg, or my Attention ends. 

RANGER. 
Then o*er one Mortal have a watchful Eye, 
Long let * him live, tho' half the World fliould die. 

DEATH.. 
A wild Requeft, or elfe his Soul in Worth 
Should equal half the virtuous Souls on Earth ; 
Great he is, fure, and in this prefent War 
Maj(;es Britain's Caufe and Britain's King his Care. 

* Th Irreverend Mr, Doggrel. 
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RANGER. 

If Truths furprizing you of him will hcar^ 
Indulge me once to whifper in your Ear : 
(Whifpering) Now I nine Summers have his 

Neighbour been, 
But no good A£t of his have heard or feen. 

DEATH. 
Speak foftly, Sir> and TU more dofely lean, 

RANGER (whijpering very fiftly. 



] 



D E A T rf. 

Monftrous, indeed ! But I the Reafon crave. 
Why you a Wretch like this defire to favc. 

• " Jbefe dan^roui f 7ruth in Manufcrift remain,** 

J.I. 

f through real Compajpon fir the Irrcvcrcnd's Ft, 
miljr, / Jhail hury thefe Truths in Oblivion : And (cm 
bis behaving bimfelf well for the future) I Jball fir- 
give him. ^ 

RANGER. 
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RANGER. 
knoW) mighty Death ! a fecret Joy I find ' 
When I) by writing, lafh a vicious Mind : 
Now while he lives, and I in this delight, 
I need but think of him, then laugh and write. 

DEATH. 
How odd thy Humour, and his Life how bafe ; 
What would you do, fuppole you in his Place ? 

RANGER. 

Why, hang mjrfclf, ^r neVer (hew my Face. 

DEATH. 
Where dwells he, pray ? let fome Account 1)e giv'n, 
For fure I am he is unknown to Heav'n. 

RANGER. 

Let me attend you to his Chamber-door, 
Twill pleafe me much to hear the Monfter roar. 

DEATH. 

How can you glory ! when or foon or late 
An ignominious Death mufl be his Fate. 

H RANGER. 
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RANGER. 

O Hcav'n forbid ! and be yourfclf his FrieiuT; 
Spare the poor Creature, let htm live and mend. 

DEATH. 
Think ye that I fhal) violate the Laws 
Of Heav'o and Earth in fuch a Monfter's Caufe f 
That he'll reform, I do at once deny. 
He is in Grainy and what he is will die; 
Bcfides, at Will had I the Pow'r to fave. 
Virtue alone £hoyId my Indulgence have. 
Each vicious Soul feou^d by my pow'rfiil Blow, 
Be hurl'd diredly to the Realms below; 
But I, direfted by a heav'nly PowV, 
Save at his Will, and at his Will devour; 
Behold I go, and Millions fall this Hour* 



} 



Now far away the grifly Monarch fled, 
I wak'd well pleased to find myfelf in Bedy 
Thus while we fleep our bufy Thoughts will ftroll. 
And Fancy paint ftrange Obje£ls to the Soul. 

Ye bufy Triflers of the prefent Age, 
While here you move on Life's uncertain iStage, 
Let Virtue guide you, then fecure you'll reft. 
In Pleafure live, and die but to be bleft. 

£eighfird^ Stajford/hire^ HoNSST RANGta« 



I 
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To aU rUVE BRITONS. 

iet's thank the graekus Oeds fir what they give, 

Dryden. 



I. 

BEHOLD proud France by Britain driven 
To Shathe^ Diftrefsy frown'd on by Hfav'n > 
See Heaven on Britain fmile ; 
Surely, our Kit^j and Co^nciU wife^ 
Have Powers immortal for Jllies 
To guard this happy Jfie. 

II. 

For out Succefs, fo good! fo great ! 
Behold^he Day apart is fet 

To thank the Potp*rs divine, 
tVhen George! the.bcft of Men and Kingi^ 
"With grateful SquI, to Heav'n fingS| 

Who can but with hi.m join ? ! 

H 2 III. 
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III. 

Hold it I fliould a horrid Crimef 
Silent to fit at fuch a Time, 

When evVy Britijh Soul 
Should, by Confent, their Voices raife, 
And make their Song, while Heav*n they pfaifc. 

Be heard from Pole to P^Ie. 

IV. 

United ftill in Love and Force, * 
Britons^ let Virtue fteer our Courfe, 

Foes then we cannot fear ; 
That Peace may wifely croum our Ends, 
Truft to thofe Poufrs who've been our Friends 

This memorable Year ! 

• V. ■ • 

Join let us now, true legal Souls f 
Heroes to toaft in Rowing Bowls^ 

And thus in Chorus fing ; 
Defend our IJle, ye Pofu/rs abovfy 
And add this BleJJing mighty Jove ! 

Long Life to Britain'/ King! 

* Alluding to the great Harmony fubjifiing iet*weem 
our Forces during the Siege of Quebec. 

Bedford-Row, Honest Rarcer, 
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On my deceafed MASTER. 

*T7j not alone wy Inky Cloaky 

Nor ctiftomary Suits of fiUmn Blacky 

Noj nor the fruitful River in the Eye^ 

That can denote me truly. ■ 

But I have Grief within^ which pajfes Jhow^ 

7here lies the Sub/lance, 

Shakespear. 

READERS, through Pity, your Attention 
lend, 
While in my Mafter I lament my Friend \ 
Deep in my Heart I feel the rooted Woe, 
While Tears of Duty and AjfeHim flow. 
O ! fuch a Lofs ! my Grief muft long fucceed ; 
And when the Servant weeps^ 'tis Grief indeed! 
The piany Yeai^s I in his Service fpent, • 
To hfm I gave, from him receivM Content. ^ 
A Favour aik'd, in granting it he fmilM ; 
When he commanded, 'twas with Juilice mild; 
Scarce ever frown'd, or gave an angry Word, 
For Puty done^ sjl had ^ full Reward, 

H 3 All. 
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All, as they wx{h% moft pobljr he maintainM^ 
And Tin/el Grandeur frgm hjs Soul difdainy. 
Greatly in Law and Equity he fho^Cj 
£quard by fewj and was expelled by none. 
True to his Kingj his Country^ and his friend^^ 
Steady with Juftice Firtue to defend, > 

And with unconajfun Gdodnefs crownM bis End. J 
Jl^left is his Soul eternally, I truft» 
For he was virtuous^ and the Gods are juji» 

Bedford Row^ March ij^6o. HoNjBST RancCR. 
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.7<7 the Right Honourable yfiLhiAVL 
Pitt, Efq; 



FROWN not, good Sir, when you beho|4* 
Thefe artlefs Numbers, which unfold 
To you my Heart fincere j 
Guided by Truth and Nature too, 
I write to lajh or praife where due^ 
And nothing earthly fear. 

II. 
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Conceive me, Sir^ no Sycophant, 
No Boon I afk, no Penfion want. 

Nor write to (hew my Wit ; 
But while your Worth, fo known to FamCi 
Men ling, and Qiildnen lifp your Name, 

Why ihould I filent fit- 

in. 

Were you like fome who rul'd this Land, 
Rather than take my Pen in Hand, 

In Praife of thee to write. 
To fee fome God deal forth a Blow, 
That hurrd you to the Realms below, 

W^uld he my chief Delight. 

IV. 

Bu^rom the Good that you have done. 
Mortals behold you as the Sun, 

ftom you fndi Comfort flows : 
Benieath thy fbidy Patriot wing. 
And under Geoiige our glorious Kingp 

Britms fecure repofe. 

H4 



ro4 Ranger's PRocRsrsJ 



V. 

O may the Pow'w that gave thee Birtfay 
And formed thy Soul of fo much Worthy 

For us thy Life prolong ; 
So Pitt, true Friend to Liberty, 
(By Minions joined) my Toaft (hall be. 

And Burden of my Song. 



Be^fird'RonVf 1760. 



Honest Rangek. 
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'TiS TlAfi; ENOUGH YET. 
Sung by Mr. Atkins,. 1759. 



A Term full as long as the Sieg^ of Old 7r^^^ 
To win a fweet Girl I my Time did coif^y i 
Oh* urg'd her the Day for our Marriage to fet. 
As often (he s^^ifwer*d,— -*57i 7i«w enough yet. 
Time enough yet. Time enough yet. 
As often {he anfwcr'd, '27/ Time emt^i yet. - 

II. 
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n. 

I told her at laft, that her Paffioijs were wrongs 
And more, th;it I fcorn'd to be fool'd yfrith fo long: 
She burft out a-laughing at feeing me fret. 
And humming a Tune, cryM *T!s Tirfie enough yet^ 
Time enough yet. Time enough yet^ 
And humming a Tune^ cry'd — '7/j Ttme enofigb 
yit. 

m. 

Determined by her to be laugh'd at no more, 

I flew from her Prefence, and bounc'd out of Door j 

Refoly'd of her Ulage the better to get, 

Or on her my Eyes again nevsr to fet^ 

Never to fet, never to fet, ■ 

Or on her my Eyes again never to fet* 

IV. 

To me th^next Morning her Maid came in Hafte, 
And b^g'd for God's Sake Pd forget what was paft j 
Declared her young Lfdy did nothing but fret : 
I told her Pd think on't, — ^Twas Ttme enough yet i 
Time enough yet. Time enough yet, 
I t(^d her P4 think on't, — *Twas Ttme enough yet. 

V. 
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She mxt in a Letter as long as my Arm, 
Declared from her Sou), (he intended no Harm ; 
And bcgg'd I the Day for our Marriage wou'd fct ; 
I 'wrote her an Anfwer, *fss Time enough yef^ 
Time enough yet, — Time enough yet, 
I Wrote her an Aafwer — *Tts Time enough yeu 

VI. 

But that was fcarce gone, when a Meflage I (ent. 

To fliew in my Heart I began to relent ; 

I hegg'd I might fee her, together we met. 

We kifsM, and were Friends again, fo we are yety 

So we are yet, fo we are yet, 

Wc kifs'd, and were Friends again^ fi we are yet. 

Honest Ravger. 
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m^^^mmsmmmmmsm^ 



I Wonder at You. 
Sung by Mr. Atkins, 1759^ 

I. 

WHEN ChUe I met like an j^gilfbe mpy'd. 
The Moment I lii'd her and lov'd, 
I vow'd (he Was bandfim^ and laith it was true. 
Yet Ihc fnapt me ofF fliort with Iwmder at yoUy 
Jwmdtr at ;»»,—»- at you!— at you!—- 
She fnapt me ofFihort "with -^t wonder at ym. 



H. 

I-earneftly begg'd (he with Pity wou*d hear 
The Language of Love from a Heart quite finccre, 
Regardlefs (he left me her Walks to purfue. 
And aouri£h*d her Fan ^^iih^^ I ivonder at you, 
J wonder at you--^ at you ! — at you ! 
And flourilh'd her Fan wiih f^ I wonder at you. 



III. 
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m. 

Her Humour furprlz'd me, her Language I blamMy 
To my Soul I was vexM, yet with Beauty inflam'd. 
Between Love and Jf^ef'. to Madnefs I grew» 
So Home I went fick of — / wonder at you, 
1 wonder at^you-^ at you ! — at you ! 
So Home I went fick of — I wonder at you. 

IV. 

/ wonder at you ran fo much in my Mind, 

My Soul on the Wrack foon to Reafon grew Blind, 

All Night in my Dreams I had Chloe in view. 

And thought my Ears rung with — / wonder at )/ou^ 

J wonder at you — at you ! — at you ! 

And thought my Ears rung with — / wonder at you. 



I met her next Day when (he lit of a Fall, 

I handed her up again, — but that was all. 

She tb^nk'd me and fmiling iaid, How do you do? 

I gave her a Frown with — / wonder at you^ 

I wonder at you! ^t you ! at you \ 

I gave her a Frown with — / wonder at you. 

VI. 
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But Cbke^s fo cbarn^ing that where (he was wrong,- . 

Impute it 1 (hall to a flip of her Tongue, 

Forgive her I muft, for I like her 'tis true, 

Btut PU make hcfr remember-— /w^w/s/^r at youy . , 

/ wonder at you ! at you ! at you ! 

But I'll mak6 her remember — / wonder at you. " 

Honest Ranger. 



To att thofe Mmjiers who are led by an unwar* 
ranted Curiojity to open Letters not their own^ 

^ *' Heaven firji taught Letters.^ 



Pope. 



I. 



WHEN * Peeping Tom of Coventry 
Was led by Curiofity, 
To view the naked^Damcy 
.^Tis faid the Fellow loft his Sight, 
And ever fince two Stories height. 
Is fixt a Mark of Shame. 

.^ See RapinV Hijiory of England, Vol. I. 
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!r. 

Nbw you are bafer far than htf. 
For Tom could only Secrets fee, 

Wl^ere Nature's Fancy ftrollsj 
Then doifrn with bim^ (hare you hi3 F^atCj^ 
For who but imuft thofe fPretches hate, 

Who peep into our Souls. 

Honest RAiioEt^. 



To a LADY with a CharaSier of d 
Cook Ma^i>« 

" Let FaSfs prove ihemfelves!^ , 

London Chronic tE, p, at^. 

MADAM rm grievM that I w^ not at rjome^ 
When for £ Charaftcr of my Cook you cpmc> 
But hope that this will anfwer ju^ the fame^ 
As what is moft material I fhall name. 

My 
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My former Cook by Name i$ * KatVrim Crtme^ 
I cannot juftly rccolleft the Time, 
That file has ferv'd, but think a Year or fo. 
And very honeft is (fir what Unow] ', 
Th^ Crei^ture's poor indeed, but that I think 
Is no great Crime except it*s caused by Drink, 
Wijich Ma'am (to^eai the Truth) is Katbetw/% 

Cafe, 
If one may judge It by her foddcn'd Face, 
And Eyes deep funk, o*€r which her Hair dc- 

fcends. 
By Greafe attraded, fo it inward bends. 
And looks like Brambles rooted at both Ends, 
Be this as 'twill,' the Hint I thought but civil. 
As you might better guard againft the Evil. 

As to a Cook, fome Things (he well can do. 
Can RoaJI and Boil^ make Soops^ or a RagoOy 
Bf^ then withal, (he's dcJliJh najiy too. 
For Temper, Madam, I muft own the Wench, 
To me is humble, vp^ly like the French ! 
Scold her ^n Hour, and it's all the fame, 
£he, cringing fawns, aiid fiknt bears the Blame, 
Bijt ajl the while a vrcious Heart conceals. 
Which (he {to wUm ftie dares) oftimcs reveals, 

* This CharaSler I ivrote in the Tear 1757, and is 
nueU inv<z/t;n to he a true Figure, 

Wi' 



\ 

\ 
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With Looks and Imprecations that exceU, 
The rudeft Imps, Inhabitant! of Hell. 

I in her Favour can no more advance. 
If (he don't pleafe you, banifh her to France^ 
There (he at large may wallow in her Stench, 
Poifon the Province (for I bate the French) 
Give me plain Efiglijb Dijbe$^ and a cUanl) 
Wench. 



\ 



SeighfordfStaffoniJlnre, HoNBtT Rangbr. 



RANGER'S FROLIC K. 



I. 

ON E Day in a Frolick a courting I went. 
To tifs and be free was my folemn Intent, 
So caird on a Widow (the firft in tny fVaj) 
Whofe Anfwer was * No Sir* to all I could fay> 
I left the old Lady, furpriz'd at her Clack, 
And lauding refoIvM never once to look back. 

n. 



n. 

The next was a Mlk-Maid as neat as my Nall^ 
I ofier'd to milk in or carry her Pail^ 
She faid I furprlz'd her, and frightened her Cow^ 
So begging hir Pardm with reverend Bow 
Took Leave of the Damfel without more to do, 
Refolv'd to be Uifs'd^ and I car^d not with who. 

in. 

The next in my Beat was a Shepberdefs fair^ 
And her I caught napping^ and no Creature near» 
I wak'd her to bli/s fuch as I dare not tell. 
And wifliM in fuch Tranfport for ever to dwell. 
But ihe fully 'd my Joys with her Tak about Wife, 
So Jlopping mj Ears I march'd homeward for Life. 

IV. 

Vnhchf for me, in returning I met 

The Mlk-Maid and Widaw^ who both me befet. 

The Shepherdefs joinM 'em, and all their Difcourfe 

Was teizing of me about bitter for w&rfi. 

I anfwer'd 'em Ladies^ leaflet wed yem all^ 

So laughing took Leave^ and got out of the Scraud, 

Bidfird'ReWf 1760. Honest Ramobr. 

I To 
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Philomusus to Honest Ranger. 

Omne tuUt pun^um, qui mifcuit utile duki. 

HOR. 



THIS, Honefi Ranger y fervcs to (hew 
How well I like your Scheme in vieWa 
TV intended Publication ; 
For what I've feen I muft admire, 
Thy Progrefs of poetick Fire, 

And fo will half the Nation. 

II. 

Then, fearlefs, my Advice purfue, 
Hold up the Knaves and Fools to view. 

In Virtue's Caufe be brave ; 
Tho% here and tjicrc, you lofe a Friend, 
You'll be a gainer in the End, 

And more and better have. 



III. 
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in. 

Tbo* partial Criticks, big with Pride, 
Againft you ihould with Folly fide. 

Think not yourielf in Dangers 
But all their vain Attacks defpife. 
And, be affiu^d, the Gted, the ^fi 

«« Will join with HoHf/l Ranger,'*^ 

CaJlU-m,Staff,r4firiri, PhilomVSVS? 

March 4, 1760. --^ • 

RANGER'S Reply to Vnu 

LOMUSUS. 

I. 

KINDLY by you to be addrtfid. 
In Words my PUafur/i unexprefs'd. 
And know, my (unhmion) Friend, 
When I to write my Mind employ. 
It is my Study and my J^^ 
To pUafe and none offends 

j2 n. 
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To Knaves and /Wr of cv'iy Cla&» 
IVe held, and ftill Ihall hold the GlaTs, 

Steady in f^rtu^s Caufe ; 
'Tis for their good, and Tm their FricDd^ 
Befides to crown with J07 the £nd^ 

The Virtuous gfant Jfplaufe. 

UL 

Purfue I dauntlefs {ball my Scheme : 

To write^ and /tm;^, (fometimes to * Drgam) 

m not die leaR decline : 
Urge tho' this may fome fmaking Fnsy 
Them as before again t'expofis 

The PleafurettkM be mine. 

IV. 

If Pidants grivuey by Critic rules. 
Or giggling Feps (oft natural R$ls) 

ShoaM ridicule my Pen, 
Patient awhile FH hear 'em rail. 
But be aflur'd PU oever fail 

To write and laugh agen. 

* jllbuBng to the Dreams, Tage 54, ^uim/ 93. 

V. 
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V. 

Of either Sex (if good and wife) 

Next Heaven tbeir Friendjbip I (hall prize. 

And kaow, my worthy Strangury 
Tho' Thou^ts may more Jubtirm be penn'd> 
You ne'er (hall have a mv^r Friind^ 

Than k your Hon£st Ranger. 

Be^d'RiW, March zg, 1760. 

' 'w* 'm'^ ^K* Mfc^ H5#wjfr V)iP V)yP 4^11^ ^^S^ •Sff 

T&i? End g/* Time. -^ Vision. 

^«i /Ar j/ngel which I faw Jiaind upon the Sea^ 
andupm thi Earth j lifted up his Hand t9 Hea- 
tv», and fwore hy him that iiwth for over and 
iver^ that there jhould he Time no hnger. 

Revelation of St. John^ Part of Chap. x. 

WH EN the great Blaze of Day witfadmr 
his Light, 
And wrapt Creation 'm the veil of Night : 

I 3 
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Faft in the DoWn df placid Sleep I lay. 
And dreamt the Wonders of the laft great Day. 
I faw, defcending from ethereal Height, 
A mighty Angel urge his rapid Flight ; 
Cloath'd with a Cloud that all around him fpread. 
The Purple Rainbow crownM his facred Head ', 
His Face the Glory of the Sun furpaf/d. 
His burnifli'd Feet ccleftial Lightning flailh'd; 
On Earth and Sea in high majeftic State 
He ftood, and held th* eternal Book of Fate ; 
Then rais'd his Hand aloft in Air and fwore. 
By Heav'n's great King, T^at Time Jhould be rtd 

more. 
All Nature ficken'd, as the Angel fpoke. 
And her myflerious Chain afunder broke ; 
The Sun grew dark, the Moon to *Blood was 

turn'd,' 
The Stars went out, and all Creation mourn'd. 
Denfe Darkncfs fwiftly fpread from Pplc to 

Pole, 
And Fear prevail'd o'er ev'ry living Soul ; 
The Brutes, unconfcious of a future State, 
Were ftruck with Wonder and a Dread of Fate ; 
But chiefly Man, the Fav'rite of the Skies, 
Was fei^'d with mighty Horror and Surprize. 

Th' 
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TV appointed Day was come, when in foil 

Sight 
The bleffcd Jefus from the Realms of Light, 
Myriads of Angels kneeled before his Throne, 
And thro' th' cxpahfe his radiant Glory fh<jn«. 
The Quick and Dead were fummon*d to attend» 
And all with trembling Steps his Court afcend. 
No murm'ring Voice the filent Horror broke. 
While the great Judge the final Sentence fpoke ; 
*' Ye Wicked go, for you a Hell's prepared, 
*' Ye Righteous come, a Heav'n is your Rc- 

« ward/' 
A^neW Scene open'd, and as quick as thought. 
Up from th' affrighted Earth the Bleft were caught. 
And, fwift as Rays of Light, by Heav'n's kind Aid, 
Unjiurt, tO' happy Regions were convey'dr 
Not fo the curs'd j for they, in deep Defpair, 
Were left behind, the Fruits of Sin to {hare. 
Now rumbling Earthquakes rock'd the pond'rout 

Frame, 
To ruin all her num'rous Struftures came; 
Hills roU'd o'er Hills, Earth from her Center 

pour'd 
A Flood of Fire, which cv'ry Thing devour*d| 
Celeftial Light'ning, with dread Fury hurl'd. 
Off from its Orbit ftruck the crack'ling World ; 

Tb' 
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The fuinM Globe, to cv'iy Pow'r a Prej^ 
Like a red Comet Uazing, rolTd away; 
Loud Thunder foUow'd, ev'iy Syflsm qual'd^ 
I heard the frightful horrid roar, and mk'd« 
TbQS) while we fleep, the Soul her Pow'r dif- 

plays. 
And in her Dreams awakening Scenes furvcys ; 
Awake or ffleepingi ftill eternal Love 
Bids thee, O Man, Ac Prefent Time improve : 
6ooa out of Reach the fleeting Moments hafte. 
And thiB) foroaght dioa kaow'ft^ may be thy 

laft: 
Th' immediate new is thine ; when diat is o'er, 
'Tis paft, 'tis gone, and wiU return no more. 

f,otubm/Mlaret 1760. HoNEST Rangbr. 
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